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Caught

Solving a Moment - THE DRIVE-BY SHOOTING

There’s a moment in the show when Paolo is sent with his Uncle Francesco to
kill a policeman, Nico. They drive past Nico and shoot him from the car while
he’s eating his lunch. From the outset this seemed one of the most challenging
images in the script to stage. The process of discovering how to do it turned out
to be a matter of paring back and paring back until, in the end, we had
something much simpler than we’d first imagined.

At first, in the Research and Development week, the initial sense was that there
might have to be quite a full suggestion of the car as part of the set, with two car
seats, a windscreen and a steering wheel. There was even talk of the whole
thing being mounted on some apparatus to let it turn from side to side to suggest
the movement of a car. That quickly reduced to the more skeletal image with just
a steering wheel, a windscreen frame and two fixed seats. Recorded car sounds
helped complete the picture.

After the R&D, the idea of just using the frame of a car windscreen seemed to fit
in well with the overall design aesthetic, which featured the use of picture
frames. But when it came to re-visiting the image in the main rehearsal process,
even the windscreen was jettisoned. Painting the picture became an exercise in
minimalism — what’s the very least you need to suggest two men driving a car?

The actors put a bench in place up high on the set and climb up to sit on it.
Francesco mimes a steering wheel, recorded car noise kicks in, Francesco
changes gear and he and Paolo move slightly, as they are shaken by the motion
of the car. That seems enough. The elaborate miming of closing car doors,
turning the ignition and putting off the handbrake all seemed unnecessary and
distracting. It's even possible for the car noise to fade out once it's done its work,
to make way for the music - the dynamic of the moment soon becomes about
mounting tension, which is completely fuelled by the music. Props seemed
unnecessary in the end too. In practice, fiddling with a pretend steering wheel or
windscreen just held up the urgency of the action.

And so to the particularly tricky part of the image — the shooting. The important
thing seemed to get a sense of the car approaching Nico from a distance and
yet we wanted to see Nico for some moments before he was shot. This implied a
“split-screen” approach with Paolo and Francesco in their car on one part of the
stage and Nico sitting on a roadside bench on another part of the stage. So far,
so good. The difficult part proved getting the two images to relate to each other.
We placed the car centre stage and Nico stage left. It served the moment to
have Nico facing upstage initially, only revealing himself at the last moment as
he turned to see the noisy car approaching him. Nico turning also helped
suggest the movement of the car. But it was very hard to decide whether Paolo
and Nico should actually look at each other when they recognised each other,
or, in keeping with the split-screen device, should both look out and act seeing
each other. After endless deliberation, the latter seemed more effective.



Finally, how to suggest that Paolo only recognised Nico after he shot him? One
can imagine someone being confused in reality because everything would
happen so quickly, but how to depict that confusion on stage? If we played out
the moment of the shooting in real time it would be over too quickly, so we
slowed everything right down from the moment Paolo and Nico recognise each
other. We’d hoped to give the illusion of the gun being fired, then slowing the
action so that Paolo and Nico recognised each other while the bullet slowly
travelled through the air. Then we would speed up to real time again, so the
bang of the gun and the bullet hitting Nico caught you by surprise. This proved
unworkable. But the slowing and speeding up of time really seemed to work. We
settled for the simpler option of Paolo and Nico recognising each other in a
dreamily drawn-out moment, then Paolo firing the gun unintentionally and the
action speeding up instantaneously.

The lesson of all this? One can only work some images so far in theory, they
have to be made to work in practice by trial and error, keeping what works and
ruthlessly eliminating what doesn'’t.



Caught
Stagecraft

Here’s how three brief but tricky moments in the show were realised technically:

1. The Burning of a Saint

Don Salvatore initiates Paolo into the Mafia with a bizarre ritual that includes the following:
“...(Salvatore wipes [Paolo’s] blood on the picture of the Virgin Mary.) Stand
up. Hands out. (Salvatore cups Paolo’s hands and places the picture in and
sets light to it. Paolo squirms. Salvatore holds his hands in place.)

This ritual is an authentic Sicilian Mafia initiation ceremony. But how to burn the picture in

the actor’s hands without hurting him, because it soon became clear (contrary to the

writer's vague hope) that burning a piece of paper, however insubstantial, in someone’s

hands hurts quite a lot!

We considered losing the image altogether and just burning the picture in front of Paolo’s
face, but this seemed so much weaker as a warning, so we set out to make it work
somehow. The actor’s hands needed protecting. Could they be coated with something or
wetted? But this seemed inadequate as the paper burns for some time in Paolo’s hands.
And how would they be wetted or coated at the right moment? It would be impractical.
Could the fire sit in some sort of receptacle hidden in Paolo’s hands, some sort of plate or
dish? This would protect him, but where would it come from and where would it go
afterwards? A solid dish wouldn’t be the easiest thing to spirit in and out of nowhere. We
needed something flexible. Then someone hit on the idea of using a piece of kitchen fire-
blanket, the sort you keep by your cooker to pull over a fat-fire. This material proved to
have wonderful heat insulating properties and yet was completely flexible. A piece was
sewn into a shallow cone-shape.

While Paolo is hunched upstage, recovering from the shock of having his finger pricked,

he slips the fabric cone out of his pocket and hides it in one hand. When Salvatore asks for
his hands, Paolo simply spreads the cone in his palms and the burning paper is placed
into it. Afterwards, Salvatore plunges his hands into a bowl! of water to extinguish any
remaining flames. This modest addition to the ritual seems in keeping with its pseudo-
religious quality.

2. Shooting a Horse
To prepare Paolo for shooting a person, Francesco takes him to shoot a horse.

“Francesco (Shouting,) Alright! Alright! If that helps, go ahead! Now do it!
Vai! Bite! Bite! BITE!

(Paolo finds himself in Rosalia’s garden as if waking from a dream.
Francesco and the horse have gone. Rosalia is there, raking leaves. Paolo
finds that he has cut himself with his secateurs)’

This sort of juxtaposition would be easy in a film, just a matter of editing a cut between two
shots. But on stage? And yet it makes such narrative sense to go between these two
scenes that we were determined to have a go.

A blackout was the simplest way to cut out of shooting the horse - just as Paolo is about to
pull the trigger, when the music reaches its climax, the stage is plunged into darkness.



Easy enough, but various props and scenery needed to be shifted to allow the next scene
in Rosalia’s garden to begin, not least, the gun needed to be removed from Paolo’s hands
and replaced with a pair of secateurs. It seemed difficult and clumsy to fiddle round in the
dark. Instead, the lighting designer came up with a wonderful dreamlike half light using
floor-mounted lanterns with half red gels in them, half open-white. This state recurs several
times in the show when a similar dreamlike moment happens. In this light it's possible for
the actors playing Francesco and the horse to come out of character and move about like
some sort of forensic storytellers, re-setting the stage and replacing the gun with the
secateurs. It's also possible for Paolo to remain in character, a paralysed spectator,
helplessly watching as things change before his eyes. This lighting state slowly fades into
Rosalia’s garden as she enters, and a dreamlike elision is made.

3. Rosalia on the Radio
“(Don Salvatore comes into his kitchen and starts to make coffee in a
stovetop caffeteria. He turns on the radio and Rosalia appears in a radio
studio, speaking into a microphone... Salvo listens with growing attention)

To make this picture work, we used the same simple split-screen device as in the drive-by
shooting. Salvo enters on one side of the stage and makes coffee in his kitchen. This
scene is fore-grounded initially with light. Rosalia enters to a radio studio on the other side
of the stage but at first remains in relative darkness. Salvatore flicks through radio
channels - the actor mimes tuning the radio and we hear a recorded sound cue. At the
moment Salvo “tunes in” to Rosalia’s station, the light rises on her and her voice seems to
come out of the radio, picked up by her microphone and fed through the sound system at a
similar volume and tone as the radio sound cue. A satisfying part of playing with split-
screens like this is looking at the moment when the two separate worlds might join up with
startling effect.
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Caught

1. (1969. We find ourselves in the echoey interior of a Palermo church. A journalist
is there dressed nattily in jacket, tie and chunky glasses preparing to do a piece to
camera. His cameraman prepares to film him. The church is gloomy, and a lamp is
required.)

Journo. (To camera,) ...But here, in Sicily, is where some of Italy’s finest forgotten
treasures can be found. Here, in a poor quarter of Palermo, in the ancient, crumbling
church of San Lorenzo, marooned in a sea of concrete, litter and crime... (A moped revs
excruciatingly outside and whines away.) ...and kids on Vespas! Again! Christ...!

Cameraman Eh! (He shrugs at their surroundings in the Italian way,) Language!
We’re in a fucking church!

Journo. Gianni, this isn’t funny. | don‘t know how many more times | can say this shit
and look like | mean it... Please, just go out and tell them.

Cameraman Tell them what?
Journo. To piss off!
Cameraman You!

Journo. Eh! I'm the talent here... (They both look a bit scared and miserable.)
They’re just scummy kids. Peasants.

Cameraman One of them was wearing a Rolex... | mean... a regazzo doesn’t make
money like that picking lemons, does he?

Journo. It is kind of... scary down here.

Cameraman Even the grannies look like hit men. | haven’t looked anyone in the eye all
week we’ve been here.

Journo. Come on, let’s nail it. Syracuse this afternoon, drive overnight, we can be
back in Rome in the morning. I'll buy you breakfast.

Cameraman You're on. (He gets behind the camera again.) Va bene. Vai.

Journo. (Psyching himself up,) Come on you beauty, you can do this... OK. San
Lorenzo, take 7... But here in Sicily is where some of Italy’s finest
forgotten treasures can be found. Here, in a poor quarter of Palermo,
in the ancient, crumbling Church of San Lorenzo... is a masterpiece by
Caravaggio... (Theatrically, he drops a coin in a slot and the
painting is illuminated - a Nativity - Mary, the baby Jesus in her
arms. The timer whirrs and clicks.) For the grand total of one lira
you can gaze on this exquisite Nativity for one minute. Cheap at the
price, considering the works of Caravaggio might sell at auction for
hundreds of thousands nowadays. He was on the run when he painted
it, having killed a man in a brawl in Rome, and he painted along the way
to earn a crust as he fled. For centuries now, historians have
wondered how works of such beauty could have been painted by such
a beast... (The money runs out - the coin falls into a metal box
and the whirring stops. The stage falls into twilight. The
journalist and the cameraman leave the stage.)



2. (We drift in time to 1609. Two great shafts of chiaroscuro grow across the space.
One illuminates the subject of the painting behind the frame, the other, a man
standing in front of it. He’s dressed scruffily in the sort of clothes people wore four
hundred years ago. His attitude to his own appearance is given away by the fact
he’s absent-mindedly cleaning a paintbrush on his shirt. He gazes at his painting.
Suddenly, there’s an insistent knocking. The painter approaches the door
cautiously.)

Caravaggio Who is it?

Doria Doria! (Caravaggio pulls sacking from the foot of the door and opens it to a
high-ranking priest swathed up to the eyes against the Sirocco.
The wind howls outside.) Caravaggio.

Caravaggio Cardinal. (They look at each other.)

Doria Can | comein?

(Caravaggio stands aside and the Cardinal comes in. Caravaggio goes out and

peers briefly up and down the street, then comes in, bolts the door and replaces

the sacking. The Cardinal unwraps his face, shakes the dust out of his scarf and

starts a brief sneezing fit. Caravaggio reluctantly fetches him a cup of water. The

Cardinal blows his nose and drinks.)

Doria Your first Sirocco, | take it? (Caravaggio nods.) Heathen dust, you know. All the
way from the desert. Gets right up Christian noses. (He sneezes.)
Got everything you need?

Caravaggio Is this a pastoral visit, your Grace?

Doria I've been sent. The church fathers want to know if their Nativity will be ready by
Christmas. (No sign of a reply from Caravaggio.)

| had a letter from Rome. Your case is creeping on. Seems Our Holy Father might

give you a pardon so you can go home and paint his nephew's
portrait...!

Caravaggio  Shhh. (He listens intently. Doria stands nervously.)

Doria What?

Caravaggio Stay there. Keep talking. (Caravaggio creeps to a chair where his sword
lies in its scabbard.)

Doria What about?

Caravaggio = Whatever you were on about before.

Doria Um... I've forgotten.

Caravaggio A pardon.

Doria Yes... it seems. Most unusual for the seriousness of the charge...

Caravaggio Louder.

Doria Oh... (Louder,) most unusual for a capital offence... (Caravaggio snatches open

the door, ready to kill whoever might be there. There’s no-one
there. Doria mops his brow. Caravaggio shuts and bolts the



door again.) Who are you afraid of?
Caravaggio There’s a few to choose from.

Doria Anyway. Curiosity really. That's what brings me. How is it going? (Doria puts on
some primitive glasses and goes to inspect the painting.)

Caravaggio  Another week and I'll be finished...
Doria (Seeing the painting,) Ah... Bellissima! But so sad... Why’s she so sad?
Caravaggio  She’s exhausted.

Doria |see, | see... my word, she’s a beauty! Who'’s the model? There’s surely no beauty
like this in Palermo...

Caravaggio | knew her in Rome.

Doria Wait a minute... Is this the tart you caused a big stir with? For putting her face on
the Holy Mother ...?

Caravaggio Her name is Lena.

Doria Don’t worry old boy. Nobody’ll recognise her down here. Your secret’s safe with
me. (He leans in to the painting for a better look,) Nice tits, | must
say. You old dog! You certainly know how to paint a nice tit! Which is
funny because I'd always heard you were queer as a coot ...
(Caravaggio has opened the door and now he drags the Cardinal
towards it with the least violence he can confine himself to.)
Unhand me... I'm a man of the cloth!

(Caravaggio throws him out and shuts the door. He returns to the painting and
looks at Lena.)

3. (After some moments she rises and knocks on the inside edge of the frame, as if
with a door knocker on a front door. She smoothes her hair and peers along the
“street”, then knocks again. Caravaggio watches her, fascinated, but she can‘t see
him. She knocks again. He opens the frame to her as if it were his door.)

Lena Signor Merisi? ...Di Caravaggio?
Caravaggio Yes?

Lena I'm Maddalena. (She curtseys.) Lena, they call me. (Caravaggio looks puzzled.)
You sent for me...?

Caravaggio Yes... but where’s Cecco?
Lena We had a bit of bother on the way...

Caravaggio (Going out and looking down the street,) Not again... Cecco! Come on!
(Cecco limps up, his lip bleeding, looking over his shoulder,
panting. Caravaggio checks him over.) Tomassoni? (Cecco nods.
Caravaggio shouts along the street.) Eh! Tomassoni, you crust of
shit! You better have your sword the next time you meet me... You're
going to need it... (Tomassoni appears at the edge of the stage.
He‘s ostentatiously dressed in a gold doublet with black stripes
and has a feather in his hat.)



Tomassoni ~ What are you doing with that tart, Merisi? She’ll fill you with diseases, that
one - she’s been poked in every hole going! (He walks off.)

Lena (Shouting along the street,) People of Rome, please forgive Signor Tomassoni!
He’s only mean ‘cause his prick’s as thin as a piece of spaghetti! The
fact is, he’d have trouble touching the sides of a duck’s arse!

(Caravaggio and Cecco laugh. They go in, Lena following uncertainly. Caravaggio
tenderly cleans Cecco up with a wet rag. )

Cecco We met him coming up the Via del Corso...
(Caravaggio gives him a hug. Lena watches.)

Lena What's Tomassoni got against you?

Caravaggio | can’t remember. | think | beat him at tennis.

Lena He was my pimp when | first came to Rome. (Caravaggio and Cecco look at
her.) Not any more, thank God. My mum does it now. (She smiles.)

Caravaggio Right. Let’s cut the chat and get down to business...

Lena Hold on! Money first.

(Caravaggio fetches a purse and gives her some coins.)

Caravaggio How long can you stay for that?

Lena (Slightly puzzled,) ‘Til we're done, | s’pose.

Caravaggio  Good. Put this on. (He gives her a scarf.)

Lena Whatever. (She holds it up and looks at it.) Where do you want me?

(Caravaggio moves into the centre of the room, looking up at the corner of the

ceiling, working something out. He talks a chalk out of his pocket and puts a cross

on the floor.)

Caravaggio Here, | think.

Lena In the middle of the room?

Caravaggio  Have you got something against the middle of the room?

Lena Not really... Standing up?

Caravaggio  Sitting down. I'll get you a chair in a minute...

Lena (Pointing at Cecco,) Is he staying?

Caravaggio Cecco? Of course. | need him round. Once I've started, | don'’t like to stop.
He fetches me things... (Distracted, Caravaggio fetches a chair
and Cecco a long pole. Lena takes off her skirt, watching them.

Caravaggio speaks to Cecco,) I've taken out all the wood upstairs. It
should just be plaster now. You ready?



Cecco Uhuh.

Caravaggio One... two... three... push! (Together they ram the pole through the
ceiling and a large section of plaster falls nearly on top of them.
But now, a shaft of brilliant light falls through the dust from an
upstairs window on to Lena. When the dust has settled,
Caravaggio and Cecco blink up at the light with satisfaction.)

Lena What the hell are you doing?

(They look at her, illuminated beautifully in her underwear.)

Caravaggio  What the hell are you doing?

Cecco Oh... (Caravaggio and Lena look at him.) | was going to explain on the way...

Caravaggio (Looking at her,) | want to paint you! As Mary Magdalen!

Lena ...Caravaggio? You painted the Madonna in Santa Maria del Popolo...

Caravaggio  And a pittance | got paid for it.

Lena The two pilgrims kneeling in the front - that’'s my cousin and her son!

Caravaggio | get people in off the street sometimes.

Lena Yes! Filide said Carlo annoyed you because he couldn‘t keep still.

Caravaggio Oh yes...

Lena His nappy was full! You painted him so well | could see that his nappy was full!

Caravaggio He had very fine little shoes.

Lena His father's a shoemaker. (Pause.) The boy died of a fever six months after you
painted him. (Pause.) You still haven’t told me why you’ve knocked

down half your ceiling.

Cecco The light... (He points up at the first floor window.) We've been living in the
Palazzo Madama. We got used to the high windows.

Lena Seems a lot of trouble for a bit of light...

Cecco No! It changes everything...

Caravaggio (To Cecco,) Take off your shirt...

Cecco Eh?

Caravaggio Go on. (Cecco takes off his shirt. Caravaggio pulls him by a
downstairs window where he’s bathed in nondescript light. He
points at his chest with the sharp end of a paintbrush.) See? His
chest looks as flat as parchment... (He looks closer, licks his finger
and rubs it across Cecco’s chest,) dirty parchment.

Cecco Thanks.

Caravaggio ...But put him here...(He pulls Cecco next to Lena and shuts the
downstairs shutters.) See how it carves him? See how it sings off



his collar bones, off the top of his nipples? And look how the shadows
cut under the faintest projection, under the flesh of the breast, into the
hollow of the chest, each rib...

(He turns to Lena,) And you. (He traces her features with the soft end of the
brush.) My eyes can feel the gristle in your ears, each little muscle of
your frown...(He looks intently at her face for a while.)

Right. (Squinting up at the light,) There’s about three hours good light left. Run
home and put on your richest clothes. Then come back and you can
start earning the money I've paid you. Cecco, you go and get some
wine. (He fetches a leather bottle.) I'm going to blag some oil. (They
stand there, transfixed.) Come on! The lights going already. (They
all go off.)

4. (The steep light fades and somewhere else, a television becomes  apparent.)

TV ... This gem, for instance. Giuseppe San Martino’s Veiled Christ, so beautifully
fashioned, the experts still can’'t agree how on earth he made the velil
seem transparent... (A young man appears in a short sleeved
shirt and an apron, grating cheese into a Tupperware box. He
perches and watches the TV) ...We went out on the street and
asked a local Neapolitan whether he’d heard of Martino, the creator of
this masterpiece...

TV “Excuse me, have you heard of San Martino?”

Local “Not for sure... Did he play for Lazio in the 50’s?”

Paolo Uncle... Come see...

TV Then we asked him about the statue itself.

Local “...Christin a Veil? Stop pulling my chain! What next? Our Lady in Waders?”

TV But when we told him its current value...

Local “Holy Mary! They better update their insurance...!”

(Uncle Francesco comes into the room, drying his hands on a towel.)

Francesco  What?

Paolo This man on the telly...

Francesco  (Pointing at the screen,) Look, look, look! That’s round the corner! (He
turns up the TV)

TV ...here, in a poor quarter of Palermo, in the ancient Church of San Lorenzo...
Paolo | was confirmed there!

Francesco  Shhhh.

TV ...Is a masterpiece by Caravaggio.

Francesco  Behind the altar! The hours I've spent hours staring at that...!

TV ...cheap at the price, considering the works of Caravaggio might sell for hundreds



of thousands at auction nowadays...
(Francesco and Paolo look at each other with their mouths open.)
Francesco  You were an altar boy there. Where’s the key to the vestry?
Paolo Under a cobble to the right of the door.
(They sit for a moment then Francesco leaps to his feet and fires orders at Paolo.)

Francesco  Torch! Steps! And that big sheet of plastic. And a razor blade from the
bathroom - new one. Nice and sharp...

Paolo What? Why?

Francesco  You're a big boy now... Do you want to come with me?
Paolo What for?

Francesco  You worry me sometimes... I'll explain in the car.

(They go out.)

5. (Next thing, they’re creeping into the darkened church.)
Paolo |don'tlike it.

Francesco  Don't be soft!

Paolo It doesn’t feel empty.

Francesco  You think someone’s here?

Paolo No, it just feels like everyone’s watching.

Francesco Let’s not hang about then. (They walk up the aisle to the altar.
Francesco shines the torch on to the face of the Madonna in the
painting.) There she is... my million dollar baby!

Paolo She reminds me of someone...

Francesco  (Noticing Paolo is kneeling at the rail before the altar,) There’s no time
for that! Come on! Help me! (Paolo helps Francesco lean the ladder
over the painting.) Up you go. I'm terrible at heights. Here... (He
gives Paolo a new razor from the box.) Mind your fingers. You go
up the sides, I'll go along the bottom. (Francesco starts to cut along
the bottom of the painting. Paolo watches, horrorstruck) Get on
with it! Before someone comes! (Reluctantly, Paolo starts to cut up
the edge. Francesco is underneath him.) Hey...! (Paolo stops
cutting and blows his nose.) Are you crying? Pull yourself together
man... (Paolo blows his nose and pulls himself together then
carries on cutting ‘til his face is level with the Madonna’s. He
turns in and looks at her.)

Paolo Rosalia!



Francesco Who?
Paolo She’s just like a lady | garden for.
Francesco Get on with it.

Paolo (He continues cutting for a moment then looks closer.) | thought paintings
were supposed to get less life-like the closer you got...

Francesco  So?

Paolo | can see her eyelashes up here...

(Francesco stops and appraises the painting for the first time.)
Francesco  Nice tits.

Paolo Uncle...!

Francesco  For fuck’s sake, it's a painting! (Lights and sound of a car pulling up
outside the church) Hello... who’s this? Come down, quick.

Paolo | haven't finished cutting...

Francesco  Just come down! (Paolo jumps down. Francesco moves the ladder out
of the way.) Stand back. (Paolo stands out of the way. Francesco
grips the bottom of the canvas and tears it free from the frame.
He drags it back on the floor and starts to roll it.) Help me - roll the
other end.

Paolo The paint’s all cracking!

Francesco A bit of varnish’ll soon sort that out. Come on. (They go out of the church
with the rolled up painting.)

6. (Rosalia comes into her garden in the evening light. She’s barefoot and wearing
a pretty summer mini-dress. She has some secateurs in one hand, a torch in the
other and a carrier bag round her wrist. She goes to a flowering fruit tree to cut
some blossom, but gets distracted by the scent.)

Nico Rosalia? Rosalia!

Rosalia Here. (Nico comes and finds her. He’s in a jacket and tie and carries a
doll with a bow round its neck.)

Nico We’'ll be late...

Rosalia | thought I'd take her some blossom. (She looks round at the garden.)
She’ll love it out here when she comes.

Nico If she comes.
Rosalia But who are they going to find better than me and you?

Nico [I've been thinking, the trees aren’t big enough for a tree house, so | thought maybe



a little summerhouse under the trees. And | thought maybe | could
make it like a big apple... (She laughs.) What?

Rosalia How are you going to make it like an apple?!

Nico There must be a way.

Rosalia Come here... You look like a teacher. (She takes off his tie and looks at
him. She takes off his jacket too.) Roll your sleeves up. (He gives
her the doll and rolls up his sleeves.) That’s better! Now you look
like a dad.(He puts his arms round her and kisses her.) Come on.
She’ll be waiting.

(They go off.)

7. (Tomassoni swaggers on and pauses for a drink at a stone water bowl on the
street. At that moment, Caravaggio comes from the other direction with the leather
bottle of linseed oil and sees him. He puts down the bottle and creeps up on him,
then pounces and holds his head under the water. Tomassoni struggles furiously,
but Caravaggio holds him there. A passing tradesman in a leather apron hears the
commotion.)

Passer-by What are you doing?

Caravaggio  Oh, just some washing...

Passer-by Let him go!

Caravaggio Who?

Passer-by Him!

Caravaggio | don’t know if he’s done yet... (He lifts Tomassoni’s head out of the
water and peers at him a moment before plunging him back into
the water.) No.

Passer-by I’'m getting a policeman... (He runs off.)

Caravaggio (In Tomassoni’s ear,) Don’t you ever, ever touch my boy again, or next
time I'll finish the job. Understand? (Caravaggio lets him flop to the

floor, where he gasps, unable to stand. Caravaggio calmly picks
up the linseed oil and walks away.)

8. (Lena stands in a rich dress. Caravaggio puts a low chair in the pool of steep
light.)

Caravaggio Sit. (She sits. He positions her how he wants her.)
Lena So why did you leave the Palazzo Madama?
Caravaggio There was a misunderstanding. | didn’t want to embarrass our host.

Lena You were thrown out!



Caravaggio  We moved on.

Lena To this dump.

Caravaggio That’s right. Let down your hair please. (She lets down her hair.)

Lena What was the misunderstanding?

Caravaggio | was wrongfully imprisoned.

Lena For what?

Caravaggio  Are you normally this nosey?

Lena No. (Pause.)

Caravaggio | was sued for writing rude songs about another painter. Give me your
jewellery. (She takes off her jewellery and gives it to him. He puts
it on the ground round her.)

Lena Did you?

Caravaggio  What?

Lena Write rude songs about him?

Caravaggio  Of course.

Lena So why were you wrongfully imprisoned?

Caravaggio They were hilarious. And every word was true. Eyes down.

(Pause. Caravaggio stands back to look at her.)

Lena Word is, you're a bit of a nutter.

Caravaggio That’s nice. What sort of nutter?

Lena A violent one.

Caravaggio “Caravaggio the Violent Nutter.”

Lena That's right.

Caravaggio  What do they call you then, “Lena the Gobby Tart”?

Lena Probably. (Pause.) So now you're here, knocking holes in the ceiling.

Caravaggio = Mhum.

Lena Giustianni would’ve taken you in. He loves your stuff.

Caravaggio How do you know?

Lena | used to bang his brains out before he got married. He used to show me his art
collection afterwards.

Caravaggio What a gent.



Lena He was.
Caravaggio  Well, his wife wouldn’t have me and Cecco in the house.

Lena We're all in the same boat then. (Pause.) Two hundred paintings he's got. And his
favourite’s one of yours. (Pause.)

Caravaggio  Well...? Which one?

Lena Love The Winner. It's Cecco, isn’t it? The boy?

Caravaggio It was.

Lena He said he’d never seen a living feeling so clearly caught on canvas before. That
any fool with eyes and a heart could recognise it 'til the moment the

canvas crumbled into dust.

Caravaggio (Smiling to himself,) Yes. Can’t stop things moving on though, can it?
Must be a problem in your line of work... the dulling of certain feelings?

Lena Are you saying I've got a fanny like an old boot?
Caravaggio | was thinking of your heart.

Lena You certainly get used to some rough handling. | try to take comfort in simple
pleasures.

Caravaggio = Remind me - what might they be?

Lena My mother and |, we lay the table and shut the door and eat a good roast chicken
without saying a word, then one of us will sigh and say, “This is nice,
dear, isn’t it?”

(Pause.)

Caravaggio Here’s one. We used to play this game called “Eye for Detail”, me and
another apprentice called Cenzo. We'd put on our “Eye for Detail”’, and
go out of the house. You weren’t allowed to speak, just to walk and
look - for details, the sort of thing you see in the corner of a painting
and it's the most interesting thing... maybe it's a dog’s face or
someone enjoying a piece of fruit... maybe some little shoes! And you
had to nudge each other and point when you saw one. The marvellous
thing was, you didn’t have to paint them or even talk about them. You
just had to enjoy seeing them.

(Pause.)

Lena When you were looking at me in the light... that felt very nice...

(They look at each other until Cecco comes in with the wine.)

Cecco Alright? (To Lena,) You want some?

Lena Please. (He pours some for everyone.)

Cecco What are we drinking to?

(Caravaggio and Lena look at each other.)



Caravaggio  Simple pleasures.

(They all drink. Everyone enjoys the wine for a moment.)

Caravaggio  So have you got a fanny like an old boot...?

Lena (Spits out her wine and throwing whatever comes to hand at Caravaggio,)
You'll never know, that’s for sure!

(Cecco looks bemused.)

Caravaggio | don't feel like painting now. | need some fresh air. Cecco, we’re going to
play “An Eye for Detail.” Lena will tell you how it works...

(They all go out.)

9. (Another television, a bigger, colour one. Don Salvatore comes in with a glass of
milk and a piece of cake and settles to watch his favourite game-show. His doorbell
rings.)

Salvatore (Groans, looks at his watch.) Who's this now?

(He goes offstage to open the door, and comes back with Francesco and Paolo,
their hats in their hands.)

Francesco ...sorry to be bothering you this late, Don Salvatore, but we felt the size of
the catch warranted your immediate attention...

(They stand beside the TV. Don Salvatore sits again and half tries to carry on
watching.)

Salvatore Have you caught a fish?

Francesco  If you like, Salvo, a big fish. We seized an opportunity... on behalf of the
family, and we humbly pass it on. But we ask that the humble
fishermen not be entirely forgotten...

Salvatore What the hell are you on about, Frankie? (Francesco and Paolo go out of
the door and bring in the roll of canvas and set it on the rug.)
You better not be making a mess on the rug... Mamma will kill me!

Francesco No mess Salvo, no mess.

(They roll out the painting on the floor then stand by it. Francesco glances from
Salvatore to the painting, grinning with pride and excitement. Salvatore has risen to
his feet and looks at it too, his mouth fallen open.)

Salvatore You stupid... stupid... cock! What on earth do you think you were doing?
Eh? Eh? (Don Salvatore punctuates his words with slaps to
Francesco’s head. Francesco stumbles away, ducking under the
blows. They stumble round and round on the canvas. Paolo
watches in horror, as much for the painting as his uncle.)

Mamma (Offstage, “upstairs”,) Salvo...? Is everything alright?



Salvatore It's ok, Mamma... Nothing to worry for.

Mamma | hope you’re not making a mess on the rug, dear...
Salvatore No Mamma. No mess, no mess.
Mamma You’re not watching that game show, are you...? The one with the bad girls?

(Salvatore turns off the TV.)

Salvatore No Mamma. Go to sleep now. Sweet dreams. (He slaps Francesco one
last, vicious time, then whispers fiercely,) What's Mamma going to
say on Sunday, eh? The whole congregation sat there, looking over
the priest’s head at a fucking brick wall...!

Francesco But Salvo, it's worth thousands! They said so on TV tonight...

Salvatore Who in the world do you think’s gonna pay for this?

Francesco Inthe States... there must be someone who'’ll want it?

Salvatore It's so hot it’s... it’s singeing the hairs of my arse! And look... (He points at
it,) What did you get it out with, a tin-opener? (Pause.) Right. You're
taking this up to the caves. Tonight. Paolo, get your uncle’s car. (To
Francesco,) Keys. Keys! (Francesco hands them over. To Paolo,)
Be quick. Good boy.

(Paolo goes.)

Salvatore He’s a good boy, Frankie. At least you did something right.
Francesco | worry he’s a few sandwiches short. He’s like a big kid sometimes.
Salvatore He needs to prove himself. I'll set my mind to it.

Francesco  Thank you so much...

Salvatore While you’re up country, you should let him try the steadiness of his hand...
Know what I’'m saying?

Francesco  Good thinking, yes. (Pause) Sorry for all the trouble.

Salvatore Come here, you stupid prick! (He hugs Francesco on the painting) Now
get rid of this before Mamma comes down and finds it. You eaten yet?

Francesco = No Salvo. We were kind of busy this evening...

Salvatore Ha! So you were! Come through to the kitchen. There’s some meatballs in
the dish... (They exit to the kitchen)

10. (Darkness. Silence. Then a car coming, its lights sweeping across. Car doors,
then the beam of a powerful torch searching until it flicks over something and
returns to it - a horse at rest.)

Paolo (Approaching the stage,) A horse! (He goes to the horse gently.) Good boy.
Good boy. (It’s nervous.) Shhh. It's ok. (He pats its face.) Were you
dreaming? What were you dreaming?



Francesco  Paolo... Paolo!

Paolo (Still petting the horse,) Yes?

Francesco  You're not a boy anymore.

(Paolo turns to face Francesco, still with a hand on the horse.)
Paolo No.

Francesco  No. And when the wolf has grown his teeth, he starts to bite.
Paolo (Pause) Eh?

Francesco  Paolo. You know | work for Don Salvatore?

Paolo Yes.

Francesco  How would you like to work for him too? With me?
Paolo That sounds good.

Francesco  OK. So. What do you think is the tool of my trade?
Paolo (Pause. Thinks,) Your brain?

Francesco = What?

Paolo You always say a real man works with his brain.

Francesco  Yes, | suppose. But something else more... real.
Paolo Your car?

Francesco  (Unwrapping a gun and showing him,) What'’s this?
Paolo Where d’you get that?

Francesco From the cave we put the painting. What do you see?
Paolo Is it a toy?

Francesco  No. It's a sawn-off. A lupara....

Paolo Why’s it called a lupara?

Francesco | think they used them to shoot wolves...

Paolo Are you a wolf hunter?

Francesco Well, yes, in a way. You see, Don Salvatore is like a man who lives in a dark
forest. There are men out there like wolves who would tear him to
pieces. But my job is to look after him.

Paolo With that?



Francesco  Yes! Do you want to hold it?

Paolo | don’t know...

Francesco  Take it! (Paolo takes it.) Now. If you want to help me, you have to be ready
to use that when the time comes. You can’t hesitate, or the wolf will get
you before you get the wolf. Understand? (Paolo nods, looking at
the gun fearfully.) And to be ready, you have to have used it before.

Paolo Like target practice?

Francesco  That’s part of it, but not all of it... You must practice spilling blood.

(Paolo looks from the horse to Francesco. The penny drops.)

Paolo Please uncle... not the horse!

Francesco  Yes... (Paolo bolts.) Shhh! Shhh! I will help you!

Paolo Please!

Francesco | had to doit. So did your father...

Paolo Dadda didn’t do this...?

Francesco = Something like it. Something worse...

Paolo No!

Francesco  This was your father’s gun! See how snugly it fits you! Come... (Francesco
stands behind Paolo and guides his hands until the gun points
at the horse’s head.) Up. Higher. And brace it like this, ready for the
kick. And the right direction, just more or less - buckshot, you see, like

a spray of ball bearings. And get ready for the noise... the roar. Let it
be your roar!

Paolo (Mumbling at first, getting louder, eyes shut,) Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord
is with thee, blessed art thou among women...

Francesco  (Shouting,) Alright! Alright! If that helps, go ahead! Now do it! Vai! Bite! Bite!
BITE!

11. (Paolo finds himself in Rosalia’s garden as if waking from a dream. Francesco
and the horse have gone. Rosalia is there raking leaves. Paolo finds that he has cut
himself with his secateurs.)

Rosalia Paolo? Paolo? Paolo? (He hears her at last.) Have you cut yourself? (She
goes to him and looks at his finger.) Do you want to wash it...?

Paolo No thank you...

Rosalia Sit down. (She wraps her handkerchief round his finger.) What's up with
you today? You’re in a dream. (She smiles at him.) You hold that



tight til it stops bleeding. (She picks up the secateurs.) You can
teach me what to do.

Paolo Thin out the spurs. There’s no room for the fruit to grow. (She starts gingerly.)
The other way - with the narrow blade towards the tree. (She makes a
cut.) That's right. (She continues.)

Rosalia Where did you learn?

Paolo My uncle taught me.

Rosalia He’s not a gardener is he?

Paolo He used to work on a lemon farm.

Rosalia But not any more?

Paolo No. (She looks at him expectantly, but he can’t think what to say so he
doesn’t say anything.)

Rosalia How long has he looked after you?

Paolo Since | was three.

Rosalia Who does the cooking?
Paolo Me.
Rosalia Has he ever had a girlfriend?

Paolo There was a lady from Syracuse, but he said she was costing him too much in
petrol. (Pause.) How did my dad die?

Rosalia Paolo...! | don’t know. What does your uncle say?
Paolo A hunting accident.

Rosalia There you are, then. A hunting accident.

Paolo How did my mum die?

Rosalia Oh lovely... I'm not the right person for this... doesn’t your uncle ever talk
about it?

Paolo He gets too upset. Mamma was his sister.

Rosalia Well... | didn’t know your mum, and | was only about fifteen at the time. They
said her heart was broken after your dad. We used to see her in mass
with you on her lap. She used to hold you tight and you'd sit there, still
as a statue, with your head against her, like you were listening to her
heart beating... (Paolo looks dejected.) Poor thing... (She takes him
in her arms and rocks him. He sits like a statue, with his head
against her, listening to her heart.) What's brought all this on, eh?
You were fine last week...

Paolo (Pause. Looking at her,) Same eyelashes...

Rosalia Same as what?



Paolo Same as a picture | saw.

Rosalia Oh.
Paolo Nice.
Rosalia Thank you. (She bats them for him playfully. He smiles.)

Paolo Why haven’t you got any children...? (She looks surprised.) Sorry...

Rosalia No! We couldn’t. But... | haven'’t told anyone... we’re trying to adopt a little
girl called Caterina.

Paolo Caterina!

Rosalia Yes! She’s got red hair.

Nico (Offstage,) Rosa...?

(Paolo jumps up guiltily and stands apart.)

Rosalia (To Paolo,) It's alright! (To Nico,) We’re up here.
Nico (Off still,) “We”?

Rosalia Paolo’s here. (To Paolo,) You've never met Nico, have you? (He shakes
his head.) You'll like him...

(Nico enters. He’s a policeman.)

Nico Paolo! The “Pruning King”. (They shake hands.) Everything ok?
Rosalia Paolo cut his finger. Gave him a bit of a shock, that’s all.
Nico (To Rosalia,) You'll never guess what they’ve done now...?
Rosalia What?

Nico They’ve stolen the painting over the altar in church!

Rosalia That’s terrible! Who?

Nico We've got a fair idea...

Paolo ...Can | wash my hand now?

Rosalia Of course! Wash both of them if you like! I'll come down in a minute. (Paolo
goes.) Poor Paolo...

Nico Never mind, “Poor Paolo”... (He grabs her playfully.)
Rosalia You're in a good mood.

Nico We’re on to something at work. This time next week you might see a few big trees
come down.

Rosalia Please be careful.

Nico  You worry too much. Anyway. | could eat a horse. What’s for supper?



Rosalia

Salad.

Nico Oh. (Pause) Fancy a meal out?

Rosalia

Nico Hey..

I'll get my coat!

(He chases her out.)

12. (A priest comes and stands with his back to us, facing Caravaggio’s Penitent
Magdalene, contemplating it. Caravaggio enters and takes his hat in his hands,
waiting for the priest to notice him.)

Caravaggio
De Luca
Caravaggio
De Luca

Caravaggio

De Luca
Caravaggio
De Luca
Caravaggio
De Luca
Caravaggio

De Luca

Ahum. (No response.) Monsignor de Luca?
(Turning at last,) Yes?

You sent for me? (De Luca looks blank.) Merisi.
Yes. (He turns back to the painting.)

Not having heard anything to the contrary since it was hung, | thought... I'd
hoped that the painting was to your satisfaction... and that the church
fathers might release the last part of my fee...

Forgive me. I've been in Loreto. I've just come back this morning.
It is to your satisfaction?

Astonishing.

In a good way, | hope?

Were you in Rome in ‘927

Just.

You should remember then, when Our Holy Father ordered all the whores
into the Ortaccio within ten days. Lots didn’t want the bother. They set
off for Naples straight away. | was twenty then. | was coming back
along the Naples road in the company of a bishop at the time. We
passed many of these unfortunate women along the way - like fruit
peel drifting down the gutter. We passed one alone on the roadside...
She was still alive. Just. Her clothes were scattered round her on the
grass. She lay on her back. She was bleeding to death from between
the legs... | don’t know. Violated in some bestial fashion. And yet my
companion wouldn’t allow us to hesitate for a moment, not even to get
off our horses and give her some last office. He was scared |
suppose, and he didn’t consider her worth the bother. It will be my
dying regret that we left her there... all alone. | confess it every day,
but the stain of it never diminishes. Your painting reminds me of her
very much, Merisi. (He indicates the painting.) Her hair... the
tears...

(Pause.) The people have been coming all day to see it. I've watched them - bare

feet shuffling, mouths agape. It fills me with shame. It’s obviously the



first time they feel their sufferings have been recognised in this church.

(Pause. He hands Caravaggio a purse of money, but holds on to the strings
as Caravaggio takes it.) | know who your model is. I've given her
communion here. Be careful. Not everyone may be so receptive to the
truth you have to offer.

(Caravaggio bows and leaves.)

13. (Cecco and Lena come and sit opposite each other at a table in an inn but they
don’t speak or look at each other. Pio has brought a bunch of flowers, which he
lays on the table. A waiter brings them two cups of wine, then stands in the corner
and dries cups with a cloth. Caravaggio comes in in high spirits and stands
grinning at Cecco and Lena.)

Cecco They accepted it?
(Caravaggio empties the purse De Luca gave him on the table.)

Caravaggio  Gratefully! (Pio hugs him and gives him the flowers. Caravaggio lays
them back on the table without really noticing them. He sits.) He
made me sweat though... (He beckons to the waiter who comes
over a bit wearily.) He just stood there with his back to me at first...
(The waiter arrives,) A cup of wine, please. (The waiter starts to
move off.) No... a jug please. And one of water. (To Cecco and
Lena,) He never cracked a smile. My heart was pounding! And when
he started talking, | couldn’t work out for ages whether he was saying
he loved it or hated it! (The waiter comes back with the cup and
wine. To Cecco,) Have you ordered for me?

Cecco Artichokes. And yes, yours are in butter. (The waiter leaves again.
Caravaggio looks in his cup.)

Caravaggio (To waiter,) Excuse me... It's dirty. (The waiter looks in, wipes it and
gives it back.) Can’t | have a clean one? (The waiter goes slowly
and fetches another from the side. To Cecco and Lena,) The
service just gets better and better in here... (The waiter brings back
a cup.) Thank you! (To Cecco and Lena,) Anyway. He loved it.
(Pause.) Neither of you seem very happy for me...

Cecco Lena isn'’t feeling very well.

Caravaggio Lost the power of speech, has she?

Lena No. It's wonderful news.

Caravaggio Maybe you should’ve stayed at home.

Lena |wanted to come...

Caravaggio You’re not ill are you? Will somebody tell me what’s going on?

Lena [I've been up in court. | was stopped last week in the Vatican. Coming away from
Cardinal Sannesio’s after dark...

Caravaggio  Why take the risk?! ...for that old fart!

Lena Because | can’t afford not to! It's fine normally. | was wearing that big cloak you
gave me with the hood up, but there was a patrol stopping everyone.



I've been up for worse, but the judge said he’d seen me once too often.
(Pause.)

Caravaggio  What...? you've not been whipped? (No answer.) You have?

Lena Yes.

Caravaggio  Round the streets?

Lena Yes. On the back of a donkey. You've got to laugh. They cover its ears so it doesn’t
get too upset. (Pause.) Here’s the best bit though. They sent a man
over from the Vatican to make sure it was all done properly. He walks
behind the donkey reading out the crime, in case anyone’s in any
doubt. And it was one of Sannesio‘’s men. He was the one who brought
him a bowl of water to wash his cock in the night | was there...

(They sit there. The waiter comes from the kitchen with a plate of artichokes and

plonks it in the middle of the table. He’s already on his way off when Caravaggio

speaks to him.)

Caravaggio  Excuse me... Which are cooked in butter please?

Waiter Sorry?

Caravaggio  Mine are cooked in butter. Which ones are mine?

Waiter | don’t know! Just smell them... (He picks one up and lifts it towards
Caravaggio’s face for him to smell. In an instant, Caravaggio
jumps up and throws the plate in the waiter’s face. Lena
screams with shock.)

Caravaggio = Who do you think you’re talking to? Eh? Some pimp? (The waiter stands
there cowering. Caravaggio seems to take his lack of an answer
as a further provocation and tries to reach for his sword. Cecco
wrestles to stop him.) You fucking prick...!

Cecco Michele... please... calm down...

Waiter (From the door,) You're in trouble mate...

Caravaggio Prick! (The waiter disappears. Caravaggio straightens himself.)

Lena Do you feel better now? (She walks out. Caravaggio broods for a moment then
follows her. Cecco is left. He looks round the inn and backs to
the door.)

Cecco Sorry for any... noisiness. Enjoy your meals. (He picks up the flowers, bows
and leaves too.)

(Lena enters to a peaceful dark piazza and sits on a wall, slightly out of breath.
Caravaggio catches up with her and stands near her.)

Caravaggio I'm not actually sorry. Doesn't it ever make your blood boil...?

Lena So start a fight...



Caravaggio But you can’t let some things pass...

Lena You can! Letit all pass! Who cares how a man brings you an artichoke? Let it pass
and let’s all have a peaceful day.

Caravaggio It's not the artichokes! It's the general... meanness. Wherever you look.
That’s all I'm on about... just... struggling to clear some space! For
some fucking decency to prevail.

Lena Well there’s not much prevailing round here, is there...? You haven'’t even asked if
I'm alright yet!

(Pause.)

Caravaggio  Are you?

Lena No! I could howl!

Caravaggio  Sorry.

Lena The judge must've seen the painting. That's why | didn’t just get another caution.

Caravaggio Il find another model.

Lena Fine. You just do that. Move on to some other poor tart... No... | want you to paint
me! | want you too!

Caravaggio  Alright alright... Don’t get your knickers in a twist!

Lena [I'm not wearing any. Don'’t look so excited, my arse is too sore...(He kisses her
suddenly. They’re both surprised and look at each other.) |
thought you were the other way inclined.

Caravaggio I'minclined wherever the inclination takes me.

Lena You've got some of my snot on you. (She brushes it off him and kisses him
tenderly. They get up. He holds out his hand. She takes it. They
go off. Cecco steps out of the shadows and sits where they sat,

looking after them. Then he looks at the flowers.

Cecco Pitiful. (He leaves them on the side and goes off the other way to Caravaggio
and Lena.)

14. (Don Salvatore comes into the room smartly dressed - suit and tie. On a table
he places a dagger, a pistol and a picture of the Virgin Mary. Outside the room,
Francesco nervously combs Paolo’s hair and straightens his tie, before knocking
on the door.)

Salvatore Come. (Francesco pushes Paolo in, but stands outside.) Take a seat
Paolo. (Paolo sits nervously opposite, and looks wide-eyed at the
objects on the table.) You want to work for me? With your Uncle?
(Paolo nods, overawed.) Are you prepared to do as | ask, to protect
me without hesitation?

Paolo From the wolves?



Salvatore That’s right! From the wolves!

Paolo Yes.

Salvatore Good man. You must swear to keep my business secret. Anything | tell you,
anything you do for me - not a word to another soul. Understood?

Paolo Yes.

Salvatore OK. Give me your finger...

Paolo Eh?

Salvatore Finger. (Paolo offers his hand. Salvatore pricks his finger with a pin.

Paolo yelps with pain and surprise.) Just a little prick! (Salvatore
wipes his blood on the picture of the Virgin Mary.) Stand up.
Hands out. (Salvatore cups Paolo’s hands and places the picture
in and sets light to it. Paolo squirms. Salvatore holds his hands
in place.) If you betray your family, your flesh will burn like this saint.
Ok. Frankie!? (Francesco comes in anxiously. Salvatore stands
them face to face.) Frankie, meet Paolo. Paolo, meet Frankie. You
two are the same thing as me. (Francesco hugs Paolo, overjoyed.
Paolo is bewildered.) Ok. Time for whooping it up later. First, | have
a job for you Paolo. Your Uncle knows what you've got to do. Go show
me what you’re made of!

(Salvatore goes off. Francesco and Paolo go out to a car. Francesco gets in
purposefully.)

Francesco = Come on. Let’s get it done...

(Paolo gets in. Francesco drives.)

Paolo Why did he introduce us?

Francesco  Just part of the ceremony.

Paolo What same thing are we?

Francesco  Not now with the twenty questions OK?

Paolo Are we going hunting?

Francesco  Yes... (He pulls up and peers either way down a street. He sees what
he’s looking for.) Ok. (He gives Paolo the lupara wrapped in a
sack. Paolo uncovers it completely and looks at it.) Are you mad?
Keep it covered! (He opens the sunroof.) Up you go, stand on the
seat... Go on! When | say shoot, shoot.

Paolo A wolf?

Francesco  Shut up with the wolf stuff now.

Paolo But...

Francesco JUST DO AS YOU'RE TOLD!

(Francesco slams the car in gear and they drive like crazy.)



Paolo Uncle? Mind the speed limit...!

Francesco  Get ready! (Paolo uncovers the gun.) You see him?
Paolo No...

Francesco = Coming up now...

Paolo |don’t see him...

Francesco  There!

Paolo Where?

Francesco Shoot! Shoot!

(Paolo pulls the trigger - we hear it click - but the shot is delayed. There’s a sense
of time spread out. Only after he’s sent the shot, Paolo gets a clear view of Nico,
Rosalia’s husband, sat on a bench in his uniform, eating his sandwiches. He
stands, his food falling to the ground, recognising Paolo before the crack of the
shot comes at last and sends him spinning.)

Paolo NO! NOOOOOOOQ!
(Cut.)
INTERVAL

15. (Paolo lies on his bed with his head under his pillow behind his bedroom door
- there’s a sign on his door saying “Paolo’s Room” and “Palermo” on a football.
Francesco creeps to the door with a plate of pizza and a glass of milk on a tray. He
listens at the door.)

Francesco  Paolo? | bought pizza... Quattro formaggi... Paolo, you'll starve. (No
movement from Paolo. Francesco has a bright idea and feels the
gap under the door, gauging it. He takes the pizza off the plate
and tries to feed it under the door, but it’s too fat.) Oh... Paolo!
Please! At least drink something. If | leave it out here, will you take it?
(Nothing.)

| wasn'’t trying to trick you... How on earth could you think | meant a wolf...? He
was a bad man... very bad. He was trying to trap Don Salvatore. He
wanted to lock him up. | know we didn’t talk about these things at the
dinner table but you must’'ve understood. How can you live round here
and not understand? It’s in the water. Dan Salvatore only wanted to
help you. He wanted to make a man of you. | should never have
agreed to it. | had a bad feeling from the moment he suggested it...

(He slumps against the door.)

Maybe | should never have taken you from the orphanage. | had a bad feeling then
too... To hold a child with these hands... (He looks at his hands.) But
when | saw you in that place... Ma-donna! There were hundreds of
cots, all the same - white metal bars. The lady had to walk down
reading the names - she didn’t know which one you were... And you
were sitting there quiet as a mouse... waiting for Mamma... O Dio!
Poor Maria... (He gets out his handkerchief and mops his eyes.)
How could | not pick you up? Nobody else was going to. We belong to
each other Paolo. We're made of the same thing...

(Paolo jumps out of bed, opens the door and goes straight past Francesco to get



his coat.)
Paolo We’re not made of the same thing.

Francesco = Where are you going? Paolo... You must be careful now. Things have
changed... you’ve got responsibilities now. Don’t do anything silly...
Paolo? Paolo! (Paolo exits and Francesco follows him with the
milk and squelched pizza.)

16. (Rosalia enters to her garden. She’s dressed in black, having just come back
from Nico’s funeral. Her hair is all done up and she carries a black leather case. She
looks around emptily then sits at the foot of a tree. She lets down her hair, takes off
her jewellery and lays it on the ground beside her. She opens the case, removes a
large revolver and loads a single bullet into it, then pauses with the gun in her lap.
She looks up at the sky, listens to the birds, smells the air... Paolo comes from
nowhere and snatches the gun. Rosalia is completely surprised, but not enough to
let go. They struggle for the gun messily until he wrenches it free and throws it as
far away as he can. They catch their breath.)

Rosalia The day after Nico was shot, the papers came through to say we could
have Caterina.
It's so bad it’s kind of funny!
| keep seeing her in my mind, sat on her bed with her case packed, waiting for us...
but | can't... | couldn’t without Nico.

| know who did it. (They look at each other. They hang in space, looking. An
idea comes to her.)

I’m going to say something... They asked me to talk about Nico on the radio... I'll
say what nobody ever says...

Will you drive me there? Tomorrow?

Paolo Yes.

(Something about his simple certainty tips her over the edge and she cries like
she’s suffocating for a while. He holds onto her tightly to save her and save
himself. Suddenly the feeling leaves her and she calms. They exit.)

17. (An old widow appears, sweeping the ground. Suddenly she stops and listens.
Caravaggio approaches the stage, whooping. Eventually he rushes across the
stage past her and goes off again. He returns and takes her by the hands.)

Caravaggio You lovely, lovely old sack of bones.
(He kisses her on the lips and runs off again whooping. She watches him go,

wiping her face, then examines the ring she’s slipped off his finger. She puts it on
and sweeps off the stage.)

18. (Cecco comes in followed by Lena in a red dress.)

Cecco ...he should be back soon. He said he’d be back for lunch. (Cecco puts out
bread, a jar of herrings, some cheese and tomatoes on the
table.)



Lena Where’s he gone?

Cecco He didn’t say. | thought he must be with you. (Pause.) Have you eaten? (He sits in
front of the food.)

Lena Yes thanks. (She sits opposite him. He eats a tomato and reads. She looks at
him bemused by his rudeness.) Good book?

Cecco “Natural Magic”.

Lena Della Porta. (Cecco can’t help but look surprised.)

Cecco What do you know about Della Porta?

Lena Not alot. What's the gist?

Cecco He says light bounces off things and carrries the look of them to the beholder.
(She’s started absent-mindedly to eat and eat.) He’s made a
machine that catches the light of things and sets them down on a flat
surface... (Cecco watches her put a herring, a tomato and the
last of the cheese all in her mouth at once.)

Cecco You eating for two?

Lena (Startled,) Mind your own business...

Cecco Any idea whose it is?

Lena A girl has a feeling...

Cecco You think it's his?! (She’s quiet.) Come on. It’s obvious. Anyway. | don’t know what
you’re expecting but | hope it's not much. He’s hardly the fatherly type,
is he?

Lena (Surprised,) You're jealous!

Cecco Oh please... That was years ago. I'm not the cherub in the painting any more, am |.

Lena | hope not. (Pause.) Has it grown a bit since then?

Cecco It looks such a celebration, that painting, doesn’t it? | cried when | saw it. It just
confirmed what | was afraid of... that in the middle of love itself he’'d
started to think what a cracking painting it would make.

It's easy to feel loved when he’s painting you. Really | think he’s just loving looking
at you.

Lena No! (She comes round the table and sits on his lap, much to his surprise.
She puts her arms round him.) Is that what you think? | think, when
he paints, he’s struggling to put some things completely beyond harm‘s
reach. His most precious things.

(Pause. Clatter of Caravaggio coming into the house. He comes into the room
talking,)

Caravaggio  You'll never guess...!

Cecco What?



Caravaggio  Go on! Guess!

Cecco Things have changed forever? Your life will never be the same again...?
Caravaggio You could say that! Lena... You guess!

Lena [|don’t know!

Caravaggio I've got a commission in Saint Peter’s! This is it! If | get it right I'm pissing
with the big boys! Knight of the Cloak of Christ, dinner with the Pope...
No more knocking holes in the ceiling! It's got to be “...the death or
transit of the Blessed Virgin Mary.” | know it doesn’t sound a winner
but I've got a good feeling for it... (He’s gravitated towards the food
on the table, what’s left of it.) Where’s all the cheese gone?

Cecco Lena ate it.

Caravaggio  Greedy cow! (He cuts a bit of bread and eats it on the hoof.) Right. No
time to waste... Sod the transition, | thought. | can’t be bothered with all
that holy flying. There’s enough holy flying merchants in Rome already.
How about Mary dead, plain and simple? Lena, come and lie here. It's
just happened and nobody knows what to do. I'll have disciples
standing round sort of gawping like fish... But everything will point at
Mary’s face and her body, toes up, dead as they come, but achingly
beautiful... (Lena’s lain down. Caravaggio turns and looks at her
and frowns. He goes to her and kneels behind her, looking at the
faint but unmissable swelling of her stomach. He looks at her
face. She nods. He absorbs this a second, then points at himself
questioningly. She smiles sheepishly, shrugs and nods. He gets
up and leaves the house. She gets up to follow him.)

Cecco Leave him. It won’t help. Do you want to come to the market with me. I'll buy you
some more cheese. (He holds out his hand to her. She takes it
and they go out.)

19. (Don Salvatore comes into his kitchen and starts to make coffee in a stovetop
caffeteria. He turns on the radio and Rosalia appears in a radio studio, speaking
into a microphone. Paolo stands near her. Salvo listens with growing attention.)

Rosalia Don Salvo? Are you listening? What are you doing? Making coffee for
Mamma? Hello Salvo! Here we all are on the radio! (Salvatore is
freaked and goes to turn off the radio.) Stop! Don’t turn off. You
might as well hear. Everyone else will. You can’t turn off their radios,
can you?

Everyone, this is Don Salvatore Morello. He’s a man of honour. He murdered my
husband. Nico was a policeman, you see. He was getting too close for
comfort so that was him snuffed out. The old story.

This is a first for me though. I've never had a husband killed by a man of honour
before.

We go to the same church, don’t we, Salvo? Most people there know who he is, but
what can they do? They don’t want to be next on the list.

So there we'll be next week, Salvo, his Mamma and me, and Nico five days in his
grave by then. Funny, cause he was there in church with me only last
Sunday. We went home and made love in the garden under the fruit
trees. Sorry Father, but there’s no law against what people do in their
own garden after mass. Five days rotten by Sunday, but nobody will



smell him in church.
(The caffeteria boils up.)

This is what | feel like | want to do. | want to dig my love out of the earth and carry
him into church so the smell fills the place to high heaven. | want to
bring him in my arms in front of Salvo’s Mamma and say, “Look what
your son did!” | don‘t want you down on your knees, Salvo. | just want
you to stop.

What do you say?

(Pause. Salvatore turns off the radio. Rosalia fades from sight. Salvo’s mother is
calling.)

Mamma Salvo?

Salvatore Yes, Mamma?

Mamma | can smell something... Is the coffee burning?

Salvatore No, Mamma. Everything’s ok. (He dials the phone and waits for a reply.)

Frankie...? There’s a job needs doing...

(Salvatore walks off with the phone.)

20. (Lena comes in and half-heartedly tidies Caravaggio’s room. She finds a
cylindrical box and, wondering what’s inside, sits to open it. Paint brushes of all
sizes spill out. She picks them all up, then gently brushes her face with one of
them. Caravaggio comes in. His manner gives little away.)

Caravaggio  Still here?

Lena | thought you might want to start painting...

Caravaggio  Not today. Where’s Cecco?

Lena Gone to bed. (Pause.) Where have you been?

Caravaggio  Walking. And shopping. | passed a shoemaker’s and it was your cousin’s
husband.

Lena Alphonso!

Caravaggio = He made me some shoes. He’s a good man.

Lena Heis.

Caravaggio He talked about your nephew that died. Carlo...?

Lena Yes.

Caravaggio ... He said how Carlo collected feathers - he had the box in his workshop on
a shelf. We had a look together. He seemed just how a father should
be... | don't know really. Mine died when | was five, but Alphonso... he

seemed just right.
He said Carlo loved his Aunt Lena.



Lena He was my little man. (Pause.) You're not wearing them then?

Caravaggio The shoes? They weren’t for me... (He fetches a pair of child’s shoes
out of his bag and gives them to her. She looks at them and
then Caravaggio. He embraces her slowly and carries her off to
bed.)

21. (Paolo comes with the sports section of the paper and sits to read it. Soon
Francesco follows and sits beside him. They spread the paper over their knees and
Francesco puts on his glasses. They look together.)

Paolo “...so Mazzola must now chase glory across the sky to Mexico in June with the

hearts of a nation strapped firmly onto his back.”

Francesco = Mazzola! What a god! His dad would be proud. (He takes off his reading
glasses and puts them in a case.)

Paolo Why do you wear reading glasses when you don’t read Uncle?

Francesco  Are you taking the mickey out of an old peasant?

Paolo No.

Francesco It stops the type swimming about between the pictures.

Paolo Do you want the weather?

Francesco  No, I've got something to sort out for Salvo. (Paolo looks panicky.) Don'’t
worry. You stay here. (Pause.) I've been thinking... How'd you like to
move to Calabria? Go and help Cousin ‘Berto with the vines?

Paolo Maybe.

Francesco  “Maybe...” Have you got a girl? You have! You sly old dog. Well. Don’t
worry. | need to earn a few more crusts first. Maybe she’ll come with
you? Can she cook? Eh? Better than you, | mean? Eh...? (He tickles
Paolo.)

Paolo (Laughing,) I'm a good cook!

Francesco  Only kidding! We eat ok. My dad didn’t eat meat ‘il his sixtieth birthday, so
we’re making progress!

Paolo What did he eat on his sixtieth birthday?

Francesco |took him a chicken. | don’t think mamma cooked it long enough - she’d
never done one before. We were all puking our guts up all night...! (He
hugs Paolo.) We haven’t done too badly, have we? Catch my finger...
(Paolo tries to catch his finger.) Caught my thumb! Catch my
finger... (Paolo catches it.) Aaagh! Now pull it!

Paolo No!

Francesco = Go on! (Paolo pulls it and Francesco farts. Paolo laughs.) A little
something to remember me by while I'm gone. (He gets up and puts
on his jacket.) Don’t wait up. And think about Calabria. Ask your girl
what she thinks. Ciao, regazzo.



(Francesco goes. Paolo looks at the paper a moment, then changes his mind and
leaves the house too.)

22. (Father Neri, a creaky old Carmelite in bare feet, waits in an echoing side chapel
at St Peters. He peers round impatiently. Caravaggio arrives.)

Caravaggio Father Neri...! Has there been a problem with the fixings?

Neri  No. No problem with the fixings.

Caravaggio Thank goodness. | know it was a big ‘un! If you need any advice over the
hanging...

Neri  That won’t be necessary. (Pause.) We won’t be hanging the painting here.

Caravaggio What...? Too big, is it?

Neri  No...

Caravaggio  Have you found somewhere better to put it?

Neri  We won’t be hanging it here in St Peter's. We won’t be hanging it anywhere.

Caravaggio (Pause, dumbfounded.) Why not?

Neri  Frankly, I'm astonished you need to ask. It's completely inappropriate...

Caravaggio But... it's exactly what you asked for!

Neri  Have you ever seen a painting of the transition of our Lady?

Caravaggio  Hundreds.

Neri  Then you’ll know, the transition is about Our Lady’s soul rushing to heaven...

Caravaggio (Exasperated,) Holy flying...

Neri  Hold your tongue! If you'd stopped to think, you know very well, we have at least
five funerals a week in here. Imagine how the mourners would feel if
they looked up and saw the... the corpse of some mangled
prostitute...

Caravaggio  What?

Neri  You probably thought your little joke would escape us... But we've been informed
who this is...

Caravaggio  And who is she?

Neri A filthy whore! Paraded as the Holy Virgin!
Caravaggio  She’s the mother of my child!

Neri  Then God help you, Caravaggio.

(Neri walks away.)



Caravaggio  Wait! What about the painting? What about my painting... YOU... CUNT!
(The word echoes round St Peter’s. Caravaggio storms off the
other way.)

23. (Sound of a crowd. A man arrives in a feathered hat and a cloak, then another.
They stand at the back of the crowd, trying to catch a glimpse of something.
Caravaggio arrives and finds his way blocked. He tries to push through.)
Caravaggio  Excuse me please.
Rubber-necker 1 No use mate. Its solid all the way through here.
Rubber-necker 2 You're better off going round the other way.
Caravaggio But... this is the way | need to go...(Nobody moves.) What's going on?
RN1  Someone been killed.
Caravaggio How?
RN2  Murdered.
Caravaggio Who?
RN1 Some tart apparently.
Caravaggio (Turning him by the shoulder.) What's her name?
RN1  Keep your hair on. How the hell should | know?

(Pause.)
RN2 She's famous though. She's in some painting at Sant* Agostino...
(Caravaggio struggles desperately through. The noise of the crowd fills our ears. At
last he pushes through to the space at the heart of things. A figure lies under a
sheet on a bed. Caravaggio is unable to move for a moment, then he pulls back the

sheet. It’'s Lena. The crowd is deafening. He hugs her and rocks her. He struggles
to his feet with her. Nobody helps him. He carries her away.)

24. (Paolo rakes leaves. He rakes his way backwards into the garden. It’s cold - he
wears a hat with flaps and a coat. He stops and looks up at the sky. Rosalia rakes
backwards into the garden. She has a canvas bag strung over her shoulder. She
stops too.)

Paolo It'll rain tonight.

Rosalia (Rosalia stops and looks at the sky too.) That would be nice.

Paolo (Pause. He looks at her.) Rosalia?

Rosalia Yes?

Paolo Would you ever go away from here? | mean... would you ever move away?



Rosalia | don’t think so. Too much precious here, you know?

Paolo Yes. I'll get a sack for the leaves. (He goes offstage. She starts to rake again.
After a bit, Francesco creeps into the garden with a gun. He
stops and watches Rosalia. Paolo returns with the sack and sees
his uncle.) What are you doing?

Rosalia (Seeing Francesco,) Oh God...!

Francesco  (Pointing the gun at Paolo in alarm,) Paolo...?

Paolo Go away.

Francesco =~ What the hell are you doing here?

Rosalia (To Paolo,) He knows you?

Paolo (To Francesco,) GO AWAY!

Francesco | can’'t go away. I've got a job to do.

Rosalia Paolo, is this your uncle?

Francesco  (To Rosalia,) Shut up! (Paolo moves between Rosalia and his uncle.)
What are you playing at? Go home at once!

Paolo If you touch her I'll never speak to you again...

Francesco Don’t be crazy! It's just work! She’s seen me now anyway.
Paolo She’s my friend.

Francesco  Are you mad? She’s that policeman’s wife.

Rosalia Paolo, is this the man who killed Nico...?

Francesco = SHUT UP!

Paolo (To Francesco,) Please, if you love me, for Mamma’s sake, just go. We could
leave to cousin ‘Berto’s tonight.

Francesco | can’t not do this. It's more than my life’s worth...

Rosalia (Rosalia has fished Nico’s gun out of her bag and cocks it with a
click. Francesco freezes. To Francesco,) Did you kill my husband?

Francesco  (To Paolo,) Call her off...

Paolo (To Rosalia,) Please... He’s going now.

Rosalia This is your last chance... Did you?

Francesco  No! (Pointing at Paolo,) He did, you dumb bitch, he did!
Rosalia What... you'd blame him to save your own skin?

Francesco  Ask him! Paolo, tell her! (She looks at Paolo.) he didn’t come to it easily. He
had to be pushed every step of the way. But he got there in the end.



You pulled the trigger when the time came, didn’t you boy?

(Suddenly she knows it’s true. And Paolo knows she knows. They look at each
other. She raises the gun to him very slowly.)

Paolo Mamma...

(A slice of time is removed. The lights snap to an otherworldly half light in which
the characters go their next positions. We’re enveloped for a moment in the tone of
a dream. The light comes back to find Paolo standing alone with Rosalia’s gun in
his hand. Uncle Francesco lies dead at his feet. Rosalia lies dead where she stood.
Paolo looks at them both, bewildered. He finds the gun in his hand and regards it

in horror, coming downstage into a shaft of light. Behind him darkness is
swooping and the actors are already moving off. Paolo runs away.)

25. (Tomassoni ambles on, foppish and thuggish and conspicuously armed,
eating a piece of fruit. He goes to piss in a doorway. Cecco enters in a rush,
searching for Caravaggio. He doesn’t see Tomassoni and drinks from the stone
bowl of a drinking fountain. Tomassoni creeps up on Cecco and pounces on him,
holding his face in the water for a long time, laughing. At last he lets him drop at
his feet.)

Cecco Please...

Tomassoni  Rush-rush, in the sun... Not a good idea. Better take another drinky before
you go.

Cecco No.

Tomassoni  Drink all that in there and you can go.

Cecco | couldn't...

Tomassoni  Of course you could!

(Tomassoni takes him by the hair and plunges his face in the water again.
Caravaggio enters and sees what is going on. At a measured pace he removes his
cloak and unsheathes his sword.)

Caravaggio That’s enough.

(Tomassoni releases Cecco who falls to the ground again. They unsheath their
swords and prepare to fight. Again, a slice of time is removed and the half-light
between two moments returns. When the daylight comes back, Tomassoni lies
dead and Cecco holds Caravaggio back.)

Caravaggio Lena’s killed.

Cecco | know.

Caravaggio ...And the child...

Cecco ...but this wasn’t right.

Caravaggio No?

Cecco It wasn’t him. He didn’t do it.



Caravaggio It felt right.

Cecco There wasn’t the cause for this. We've got to get out of Rome as fast as we can...

Caravaggio = We can’t run away...

Cecco It'll cost our lives to stay.

Caravaggio But | took her home... | put her in my bed.

Cecco Michele, you can’t go back there.

Caravaggio Lena...

Cecco You must go to your friends in the South.

Caravaggio  Aren’t you coming?

Cecco No. I'll go home to Lombardy. I'll find you in a year or two...

Caravaggio No. | don’t think I'll see your face again. My boy... (He holds him. There
are shouts coming down the street now.)

Cecco Go quickly. Remember me.

(They go separate ways. Darkness falls.)

26. (Paolo crawls into a cave with a camping gas lamp and searches around. He
drags the painting wrapped in a plastic sheet out of a crevice and opens it out.
Lena comes and sits with her child before his eyes. Paolo stands to the right and
looks at her. Caravaggio comes out of the darkness with a lantern of his own and
looks at her from the left, in his own eternity. He cleans his brush on his filthy shirt
while he looks, then sits, still looking at Lena. Paolo sits on the plastic sheet and
looks for a while, then turns off his gas lamp. Eventually Caravaggio snuffs out his
candle. The painting remains illuminated in its own brightening shaft of light for a
while, until it too fades into darkness.)

END.



